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sort of religious service than a criminal trial. Yet criminal
trial it is : for now, escorted by the sable-clad yeoman usher,
there soon enters a young man, clad simply in the fashionable
clothes of an English gentleman, He is the prisoner at the
Bar, and seems perfectly at his ease as he listens respectfully
to the indictment. Yet he is the representative of one of the
most historic families of Europe. If his claimed descent from
the Saxon god, Thor, is not authentic, for the last four
hundred years there has scarcely been a generation when
a Russell has not taken an effective part in English history,
more often than not on the progressive side, After the in-
dictment has been read, Black Rod advances and leads the
prisoner within the Bar. Before taking his place at a table
near his counsel, he bows with meticulous care three times
to the Lord High Steward,
<c How say you, my lord, are you guilty or not guilty ? "
Before an answer can be made, Mr. Robson is on his feet
strenuously making objection. Evidently he is taking excep-
tion to the indictment on a point of law, but nobody except
the lawyers can understand, and they find it difficult to hear.
He is arguing that no indictment can lie ; that the statute
under which the earl is prosecuted does not apply. There
is a presumption that the King's law does not apply
outside the King's dominions; this statute is not ex-
pressly stated to apply to offences committed outside the
King's dominions, and it is to be feared that Nevada is no
longer within the King's dominions, if it ever was. For hours
the argument continues. The interest which had animated
every face in the Royal Gallery is replaced by bewilderment,
and then weariness. The interest of several lawyers, however,
is seen to be aroused for the first time. They are more in-
terested in Mr. Robson's argument than all the pomp : and
real business is being transacted. Nevertheless, full-bottomed
wigs and ceremonial robes on a hot July afternoon are
oppressive, and induce to somnolence. Even a scarlet-robed
one on the Woolsack is seen to nod. At last, to the relief of
everyone, Mr. Robson sits down, and Mr. Avory " follows"
him. But Mr. Avory's arguments have never been long, and,
when he too has sat down, the Lord High Steward, whose